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Mahadeva Uvach 


| am Ganga, the source of inspiration and hope that keeps flowing 
for the wellbeing of all. My water is sacred and the symbol of life. 
Millions of people worship me every day. Yet | am also extremely 
powerful, and my unbridled water could destroy the world. When 
| came to Earth only Mahadeva with his matted hair could manage 
my force and the tremendous flow descending to Earth. 

| am deeply attached to a few places because of the people 
who worship me there along my banks. One such place is situated 
where | flow around a small town called Munger. You must know 
that I also have children, sons and daughters. Ever dedicated to 
me, two of my most beloved sons, Satyam and Niranjan, have 


brought name and fame to this small town, through Ganga 
Darshan, their mission of yoga, and Paduka Darshan, their mission 
of sannyasa, where my waters are caressing the walls, so close we 
are to each other (see Satyam Tale 27, Ma Ganga - Ed). 

Today | want to tell you the story that happened right there 
at Paduka Darshan to the gentle murmuring of my flowing water. 
| was united with Satyam, Niranjan and Mahadeva in a unique 
worship of communion which of course included the presence of 
Swami Sivananda whose inspiration still embraces all. 

So this story started with a dream on my river banks. As it 
turned out, it was not only my river banks that had a role to play, 
| myself was going to be one of the main actors when the dream 
became reality. This is what Swami Niranjan had to say: 


In Rikhia I had a dream on the first night of Sat Chandi 
Mahayajna. I saw the river Ganga and twelve Shivalingas 
on the banks of the river. One Naga sadhu was doing 
abhishek to them. I asked myself, why this dream? The 
answer was that I had to do something in Munger during 
Yoga Poornima to celebrate Sri Swamiji’s birthday. I spoke 
to Swami Satsangi the next day about the dream, “In 
Munger we will call it “Satyam Poornima’, and for that I 
need a Shivalinga from Rikhia, the one we had kept on 
his lap when he was in samadhi. The Shivalinga will also 
participate in my panchagni and after that would return 
to Rikhia.” Swami Satsangi happily agreed to everything. 
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This dream set a lot of activity in motion at Paduka Darshan. For 
three days the upper lawn was just buzzing with yuvas, those 
dedicated, hard-working young men of the Yuva Yoga Mitra 
Mandal. They were carrying this, mounting that, arranging more 
here and less there. Everywhere they placed beautiful, colourful 
flowers and real arcs. It sure was a sight to behold. 

Then a five-day program began, something quite extraordinary. 
Swami Niranjan did abhishek on twelve Shivalingas lined up in an 
elegant line on the lawn. Four yuvas were handing Swamiji twelve 


kalash with full attention and grace. | can tell you - not a drop was 
spilled. After the abhishek, three sannyasins followed Swamiji for 
the shringar, the dressing, decorating and beautifying of the linga. 
Each step of the abhishek rolled on like waves, one after the other, 
quietly, slowly and lovingly, all to the sound of the Rudripaath 
and in the soft light of a gentle winter sun. Inside his peeth, 
Satyameshwar Mahadeva received his own stately treatment. 
There was also havan with the chanting of stotras and as the 
sun was setting and the moon rising Swami Niranjan did aarti to 
each linga. Five days of magic, beauty and of a dream come true. 
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Maybe it has become clear now that my role was more than just 
being a river bank, | was a key player. Kalash after kalash of my water 
were offered by the Naga sadhu as abhishek to Mahadeva. Things 
seemed to have turned full circle. The water drops constituting 
the core of my being begin their journey from the flowing locks 
on Mahadeva’s head and were now ending their journey in a 
shimmering cascade down his head once again. While ۱ was flowing 
steadily from the hands of Niranjan onto the twelve Shivalingas, 
nobody knew that | was listening to Mahadeva Shiva and his most 
beautiful stories of Satyam. Mahadeva, will you please begin . . . 
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Born in my land 


Many years ago, when I knew that 
Satyam was coming back to be born 
on this planet Earth, I made sure he 
would be near me and imbibe the 
best samskaras for his incarnation. 
So I chose my Himalayas. I live 
everywhere and in the hearts of my 
devotees, yet I also have my own land 
of magnificent mountains. I chose 
a small hamlet as close as people can live with the purity of 
nature and away from any hustle and bustle. Satyam grew up 
among fields and forests, rivers, valleys and mountains. 


Another intention was to give the child strong impressions 
of wandering sadhus in search of solitude, sadhana — and 
me. I wanted him to know of this world of yearning, sacrifice 
and bliss. My plan worked out, Satyam had an extraordinary 
environment to grow up in, and this is what he had to say: 


The Himalayas, land of ice and snow, of high barren 
plateaus and green flower-carpeted valleys, have always 
been dear to my heart. The air is so pure and in- 
vigorating, the spiritual vibrations so strong, that higher 
meditative states dawn easily and spontaneously. Having 
been born in the Himalayas, I used to experience such 
states even in my childhood. I was inspired by the great 
souls passing my door on their way to the higher regions 
where they could immerse themselves for long periods of 
time in the blissful states of cosmic consciousness. 


Rishikesh - meeting the guru 


ta I never lost sight of this child, and 

when Satyam left home in search of 

a guru, I had everything ready for 

him. His guru and I were waiting. 

Swami Sivananda and I are one. 

۱ He had been born into a family 

of scholars and saints, and many 

years ago, or more precisely, seven 

generations ago, I had declared to 

Appayya Dikshitar, one of his forefathers and most beloved 

devotee of mine, “I will come into your family in the seventh 

generation.” This birth was Swami Sivananda. When his 

time had come, he moved close to me, settled in Rishikesh 

at the foothills of the Himalayas and fulfilled the mission 
of his life. 


The day young Satyam arrived at the ashram, there was 
instant recognition between guru and disciple and a loving 
communion of souls. This is what Satyam said: 


When I placed my head at the feet of Swami Sivananda, 
I knew that he was my guru. I had no questions. I had no 
doubts. I knew I had found my master. Swami Sivananda 
is the maker of my life and destiny. Swamiji was a great 
yogi without any ego, without any vanity. Swamiji was the 
humblest of the humble, kindest of the kind, warmest of 
the warm, greatest among the great, and his effulgence is 
permeating and kindling the hearts of millions around 
the world. 


Satyam never saw Swami Sivananda fretting and frowning. 
He never saw him worried or over jubilant. He never heard 
him criticizing anyone and never saw him refuse anything to 
anyone. While living in the presence of his guru, Satyam saw 
that only those who had realized their Self completely could 
be compassionate. 
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Kailash - visit to the fabled home 

One day, with this inspiration and 
the zeal to live his guru’s teaching, 
Satyam heard my call and walked 
alone for days and weeks to meet 
me in my home, just as his guru 
had done many years ago. This is 
how he described the difficult yet 
exhilirating expedition: 


۸ y 
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Since early childhood I had thought of making this 
sacred pilgrimage to Kailash. I was aware of the 
difficulties of such a journey, especially as a sadhu 
with little more than an old, worn blanket to ward off 
the extreme cold and no money for provisions. Yet, 
I could see nothing but Sri Kailash, fabled home of 
Shiva and Shakti, in all its austere grandeur, like an 
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enormous spiritual tower, piercing the gates of higher 
consciousness. The spectacular vision of Sri Kailash, 
rising straight up into the air, its snowy peak gleaming in 
the sun like a silver diadem, has ever remained with me, 
as a part of my consciousness. 


Yes, we were so close to, united and absorbed in each other; 
those weeks were a blissful time for both of us. Back in 
Rishikesh in his guru’s ashram, the versatile genius Satyam 
continued to work for the mission of Swami Sivananda, day 
and night. Every single task was carried out to perfection, 
every given duty was an opportunity to serve with joy and skill. 
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Rameshwaram - the gift of a vision 

AIS One year, Swami Sivananda 
re conducted an All-India tour, taking 
with him a handful of his most 
promising disciples. Satyam was 
among them. At the conclusion 
of the tour, Swami Sivananda and 
the team of sannyasins visited the 
temple in Rameshwaram. For me 
۱ ~~ this was the auspicious occasion to 
tell my Satyam what was in store for him. I gave him the 
vison of his future achievement right there at my lingam. He 

described this moment simply and clearly: 
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Swami Sivanandaji offered his pranam and pooja, and 
when I laid my head at the Shivalinga created by Sri 
Rama, I lost consciousness for a little while. I had a vision 
of a river, a hillock, and a seven-storey building. I didn’t 
know what it meant, but I knew if it had anything to do 
with my life it would unfold itself. 


And it did. Nearly thirty years after this vision, when Ganga 
Darshan was constructed and established he recognized that 
this was the vision he had seen in Rameshwaram - the river 
Ganga, the hillock of Sage Mudgal and a seven-storey yoga 
ashram on that hillock. Then he knew that this had been 
ordained and was not the making of his mind. 

His time in Rishikesh was coming to an end. The 
physical relationship of living together as guru and disciple 
had fulfilled its purpose, and both were ready to continue 
their journey always united in spirit. When after twelve 
years Satyam left the ashram, the great guru said about the 
dedicated disciple: 
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My real successor is Swami Satyananda because he has 
nothing but my blessings with him and the grace of God. 
There he goes, barefoot, only because I have told him to 
go and given him a mandate to fulfil: to spread yoga from 
door to door and shore to shore. There goes my true 
successor, who will spread the light of Shiva in the world. 


Satyam left Rishikesh with a mission, a purpose, a drive 
and determination, with devotion, dedication and endowed 
with the shakti of his master. For nine long years, this sadhu 
travelled the length and breadth of the Indian subcontinent 
as parwrajaka, a wandering mendicant. He travelled by bus, 
boat and car, by plane and bullock cart, and covered many 


a mile on foot. He met the big city people, small town folk, 
villagers and tribals. He did sadhana and taught yoga with the 
single aim of fulfilling Swami Sivananda’s mandate. Satyam 
did not rush to open an ashram to become rich and famous. 
No, he researched, explored and experimented with yoga 
and, at the same time, he discovered the needs of people. 

When Satyam had developed the yoga he was going to 
give to future sannyasins and people of all creeds and castes, 
the young and old, to men, women and children, he came to 
me at Tryambakeshwar. 
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Tryambakeshwar — a promise made 


This is where I live as his ishta 
devata, Lord Mrityunjaya, the 
conqueror of death. Bowing before 
his deity, Satyam asked for my 
assistance for the next twenty 
years. To ensure that he would 
successfully fulfil the mission his 
guru had given to him, he requested 
divine intervention from his ishta. 
Surrendering to me, he said: 


I have promised my guru that for twenty years I would 
establish yoga and give it scientific credibility throughout 
the world. Oh Shiva, I will work with whatever inspiration 
or help you give me for twenty years. After that, I will 
leave everything and come to you. 
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Of course I accepted his promise with great joy, knowing that 
he would live head, heart and hands for the Guru’s mandate 
only. And he did. Ganga, you know the story of these twenty 
years as well as I do, for you were there day and night in that 
small town of Munger. 

Yes, Mahadeva, | do, and a success story it is if ever there 
has been one. For twenty years he taught, lectured, inspired and 
loved everyone he met. His approach was clear, novel and utterly 
practical. He travelled around the world and across the length and 
breadth of India many, many times. Then he would spend some 
time in Munger consolidating and expanding the work of Bihar 
School of Yoga before taking off for another tour. Mahadeva, 
whatever you did to guide and help, he made the best use of it. 
And years went by... 

You know Ganga, I knew well of the passing of those 
years, though I myself live in all eternity. Satyam had 
forgotten the promise he made to me in Tryambakeshwar. 
Carried away by the need of the people to receive help, 
guidance and inspiration, he continued to give. I had to 
remind him of the promise, for there are certain things 
no one should take lightly, and a promise to Guru and 
God is just such a thing. My first attempt was to stop his 
contagious enthusiasm in the hope that it would evoke the 
promise. When that did not work I had to take somewhat 
more drastic measures. This is how Satyam recalls what 
happened: 


For the first time since I started my yoga campaign I 
felt apathy and disinterest for this work. I could not 
understand this sudden shift in my attitude. Yoga had 
reached the farthest corners of the earth, yet I suddenly 
felt as if my lectures no longer served a purpose. Then 
I met with a near-fatal car accident. I was hospitalized 
for nearly two months, and underwent a period of 
recuperation to recover from the injuries to my arms, legs 
and back. It was at this time that I had a sudden urge to 
go to Tryambakeshwar. 
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Tryambakeshwar - a promise honoured 
What a sight it was after nearly 
twenty years. Satyam required a 
wheelchair to move about. It was 
with great difficulty that he came 
to the temple and bowed down 
to the Jyotirlinga. Touching his 
forehead to the sacred stone, he 
immediately recalled the pledge he 
had made twenty years ago, and he 
understood without a doubt that the strange ۷ 
he had experienced and the car accident that followed were 
meant to remind him of the promise he had made to his 
ishta devata. 

He was recognized the world over as a yogic master 
and guru to thousands, receiving the honoured respect of 
presidents and poets, dignitaries and saints. He had fame 


and fortune, more than he had ever wanted. Yet he knew that 
it was only by my grace that success had come his way and 
therefore, none of it was his. I had kindly called him back to 
Tryambakeshwar, and Satyam understood that it was time to 
leave Munger. He said: 


When you are in front of God, you realize your own 
omissions and lapses very soon. When you really feel that 
you have made certain mistakes, God’s grace comes. If 
man is guilty, it is before God only. I have to confess my 
guilt before God alone. 

Thus, I realized my gross mistake for I had not 
fulfilled the promise I had made to God. It had gone 
out of my mind. Why did I forget? Maya held me in her 
sway because success is also an illusion. When you achieve 
something, when you slide over the crest of success, you 
are possessed by maya. Success gives birth to intoxication 
and you forget the commitment, if any, you have made. 


Satyam was so absorbed in contemplation of me that he 
completely forgot his injuries, and walked to the waiting 
car without any assistance. The pain that had wracked his 
body for months suddenly and completely disappeared. As 
soon as he remembered his promise, my grace immediately 
eliminated his suffering and injuries. Strange as it may 
sound, but I was happy to see him leave in that car. 

Without a moment’s hesitation, Satyam rectified the delay 
and put everything in place in Munger. Swami Niranjan, who 
today is our Naga sadhu, took over the administrative role 
of Bihar School of Yoga. Satyam gave him six years to learn 
the tricks of the trade, and Niranjan learnt fast. Satyam knew 
that his guru’s intuitive vision was coming alive, for Swami 
Sivananda had told him many years ago in Rishikesh that the 
yoga phase of his life would culminate after twenty years and 
then his mind would become cosmic. So when the specified 
period came, Satyam was ready to leave everything he had 
created and with a jhola and two dhotis he walked out of the 
ashram gates. 
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Tryambakeshwar - a new destiny 
After leaving Munger, Satyam went 
on a series of yatras, pilgrimages, to 
the holy sites of India and Nepal. 
He moved around, knowing that he 
was following a predestined course, 
and that it would be only a matter of 
time before he received his new set 
of instructions. 

This happened in my abode of 
Tryambakeshwar where the course of his life had initially 
taken shape. Once accustomed to staying in the finest 
hotels, he now called a tiny, dark and damp goshala, a 
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cowshed, his home. He happily spent two months of the 
rainy season there, immersed in sadhana. I was waiting 
for an auspicious date to reveal the next phase of his life. 
I chose 8th September, the birthday of Swami Sivananda. I 
called out to him, and a single word was enough to guide 
him to his new destination: 


At Tryambakeshwar once again I was at the crossroads. 
Once again I had to make a choice as to where I would 
go. On 8th September, I was in deep meditation and 
suddenly I experienced a storm that raged with such 
a force that I could not determine whether it was 
happening outside my room or internally, within the 
confines of my own consciousness. Amidst the erupting 
thunderclaps, I heard a voice pronounce with absolute 
clarity, “Chitabhoomi!” 
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Rikhia - my welcome 

This Chitabhoomi is Deoghar, which 
is the cremation ground of Sati, 
my consort. After she had left me, 
I travelled with her corpse besides 
myself with grief. Different parts of 
her body fell here and there. At last 
only her heart was left, and I offered 
it in Deoghar. This is the place I had 
chosen for Satyam: 


The land near Deoghar belonged to a local businessman. 
On the same day, 8th September, when I received the 
instruction ‘Chitabhoomi’, that man decided to sell his 
property. So God tells me to go to this place and he tells 
that man to sell. This is no coincidence. When I came to 
Rikhia, I liked the place straightaway. There was nothing 
growing, it was barren land. I cleaned away the rocks and 
sand. I was standing in this plot with a few local people, 
when I saw an enormous, twelve feet long, geru-coloured 
snake appear and circumambulate the property. I was 
grateful for Mahadeva’s welcome and lit my dhuni where 
I saw the snake disappear. From that dhuni, I lit four 
other fires for my sadhana. 
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Panchagni sadhana 


This sadhana is called panchagni 
tapas. Panch means ‘five’ and agni 
s ‘fire’. The five internal fires 
are kama, krodha, lobha, moha 
and mada, which dehydrate the 
spirit, the atma. The five external 
fires burn one in each of the four 
| directions of the tapasvi, and the 


Serger sun is above. The science of the 
panchagni sadhana is one of my teachings which I give to 
very few sadhus able to withstand the rigours of sitting with 
the fires. 


22 


The aim is to attain me, not the man with matted hair 
and snakes around his neck, covered in ashes, no. The aim 
is to attain what I represent — balance and harmony in all 
stages and dimensions of life. That is called Shivahood, 
consciousness beyond the gunas, the influence of creation, 
beyond any form of bondage, the consciousness beyond 
death. In that state of purity, I am realized. 

This realization takes different forms for different sadhus. 
For months Satyam was immersed in the presence of his 
Guru, Swami Sivananda, and my benevolent care. Through 
this intimate connection for many months of sadhana, 
Satyam discovered what he had to do next, and the mandate 
of ‘serve, love, give’ was born: 


This single word, ‘Chitabhoomi’, led me to Rikhia, where 
my work for God began in earnest with the performance 
of the panchagni sadhana. I chose Tulsi Devi as my ishta 
devi and prayed to her daily for sound health. Mahadeva 
Shiva was my guardian and with his grace I was able to 
face the fires. The panchagni sadhana revealed to me 
the purpose of my life. I have a definite mission which is 
twofold. One is to become the means of alleviating the 
deep-rooted sufferings of mankind. The other is to be one 
with the highest reality that is ever existent. 
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Calling out for me with Rama 
55157 | a In his infinite generosity, he wanted 
D ' everyone to have the opportunity 

a to have a glimpse, a feel, a touch 
| of me. So what did he do? With his 


say 1 7 boundless wisdom and creativity, he 


generated a whole month-long lila 
۳ of song and dance, the Ram Naam 
=> — E Aradhana. The only goal was to 
een compel me to descend and come 

to Rikhia. For he knew that wherever the name of Rama is 
chanted and Sri Rama is worshipped, I am bound to come. 


This is a certainty and he wanted everyone to believe it and 
experience it, so he explained: 


I had been chanting the mantra Om Namah Shivaya for a 
long time without knowing who Mahadeva Shiva was. Is 
he Somnath, Pashupatinath, Baidyanath, Vishwanath or 
Mrityunjaya, the Lord of Tryambakeshwar? I wanted to 
know who he is, what he looks like? So I thought, let me 
have an interview with Shiva. I was trying to discover how 
this could happen when this method came to my mind. 
Both Shiva and Rama are mutual friends, devotees and 
disciples. They admire, love each other and surrender to 
each other. This is the state of affairs between them. 


Of course, I did come, how could I not, if everything was 
created to call and invite me. I had a blissful month, listening 
for hours to Ram naam, watching the superb cultutal 
performances, and being with Satyam who orchestrated, 
guided and inspired everything. And for those present, the 
saying still holds true: those who have eyes to see, will see, 
those who have ears to hear will hear, and those with an open 
heart will receive in plenty. 
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Yoga Poornima 


| coming to the end of our twelve 
abhisheks. This aradhana brings 
all the good, the auspicious, the 
benevolent, beautiful, pure and 
sattwic qualities alive, in everyone 
and everything present. Swamiji is 
truly following in the footsteps of 
his Master. 

It was Satyam who initiated the regular practice of 
Rudrabhishek. He wanted my invocation to be a yajna, the 
art and science of which he had revived with such insight and 
beauty, and dedicated to Chandi Ma, to Shakti. After twelve 
years, he felt to give me my place too. Knowing what was 
to come, he created Yoga Poornima, invoking me with the 
Mahamrityunjaya mantra, my stotras, abhishek and havan. 
I was worshipped as the maker of yoga vidya, the science of 
yoga, as the master of yoga and the Lord of all yogis. 

Did he know that he too would attain the fullness of 
yoga, as very few had done? He certainly knew of the famous 
saying: abhishekapriyah Shiva — Shiva is fond of abhishek: 


۱ À ۱۳ ۲۲ You can see Ganga, we are slowly 
۲۱ ۴ 
cs 
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Rudrabhishek is the symbolic worship of life and 
consciousness for the Shiva tattwa pervades everything. 
It is light, it is knowledge, it is inner effulgence. The 
Shivalinga is a symbol which is buried in the deeper 
layers of the psyche. It is waiting to be brought to the 
surface, to conscious perception, together with the 
knowledge that surrounds it. If the symbol is brought up 
from the depths, one will realize the incredible reality 
that it represents. Mahadeva Shiva is the symbol of 
enlightened consciousness and the abhishek represents 
the teaching and learning of a process that allows you to 
explore the deeper levels of your mind, and I know that 
before my departure, all the knowledge, all the secrets of 
the universe will be revealed to me. 


For two years Satyam was the soul and spirit of Yoga 
Poornima, not for his own sake, but as an inspiration to all 
aspirants to keep striving, to commune, connect and unite 
with me the way he did. 


Mahasamadhi 

As you know Ganga, the time of 
departure is the most important 
moment for it reveals the quality 
and life of a person. For many 
years, Satyam had been talking 
about his departure, telling people a. 

about discarding the old model and ۰ 

starting afresh with a new model. TR 

Yet he always asked for a return ۳۳ 
ticket; he wanted to come back. Can you imagine, Ganga, the 
dedication and compassion in Satyam who chose to continue 
in another human life for the sole purpose of wiping the 
tears of suffering from people’s faces? He could have chosen 
otherwise, a departure without a return ticket. 

He knew and prepared himself well. Having asked that 
the Yoga and Yogavidya magazines, which he had created 
more than fifty years ago, be dedicated to Swami Sivananda, 
he immersed himself completely for one year in the memory 
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of his beloved Guru. It was his wish, that for the last year 
of his life on earth he be connected with his guru. And he 
was. Every month he would relive the years at the ashram in 
Rishikesh, the moments when Swami Sivananda spoke and 
the nights he spent typing, transcribing, editing, publishing 
and printing those talks. Until the end of his life, Satyam 
remained a disciple, a sannyasi whose most cherished 
relationship was with his guru. 

When the day and time came, nothing could hold him 
back. He called out, ‘Come now, take me, I am ready’, 
and with his Guru’s image in the heart, a few sips of you, 
of Ganga water, a few Tulsi leaves on his tongue and the 
chanting of Om, he wilfully and consciously withdrew his 
pranas and became one with me. How rarely have I received 
a bhakta in such a perfect manner! 

Mahadeva and | were silent. We had come to the end; 
the last abhishek was complete. Swami Niranajan offered his 
pranam to both of us and 
with a mysterious smile walked 
away. Could it be that he had 
been listening all this time to 
Mahadeva’s stories? 

Oh Ganga, what are 
you thinking? Of course 
Niranjan was listening. He is 
not just celebrating Satyam’s 
birthday with the aradhana 
of Satyam Poornima. No, 
like Satyam and Sivam, 
he too is living a life of 
union and communion with 
the bliss of highest cosmic 
consciousness, with me, 
Mahadeva Shiva. Imagine 
the joy of reliving these 
moments every year on 
Satyam Poornima.. . 
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